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Freesia in W inter
by Suzanne O ’Connell
Trouble can't find me here. 
Stars, the dogs of ice, 
shine down on the smooth 
blackness of my earthen bed. 
Muffled by dirt,
I hold my breath, 
waiting for a change.
Shivering in my slight brown fur
overcoat
and my sprouted night cap,
I wait.
Like a mole, I have no vision.
Is anyone there?
Tendrils of root reach out 
like a blind man reaches out 
with his white cane.
The rain falls like big shoes 
walking overhead.
I am a cemetery.
I survive on earthworms, 
bits of shell,
and remembered songs.
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I push aside my coverlet of leaves 
and stretch my stems— 
grunting with effort, 
stretching hard up to the sun. 




To show my appreciation, 
there will be fragrant 
blossoms to share 
after so much waiting.
VOLUME 3 2 ,  N UM BE R 1 83
